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with this simple, childish Boston whom he
had sometimes felt but never seen. Even
to follow him up the narrow stairs and to
be shown his room by him was pleasant, an
entering to a hospitality that Boston had
never before had the chance to give.

" My room's the exact twin/' said Boston,
holding up the candle to the print above the
bed. " YouVe got cattle in the Highlands,
though. I've got the Royal Family at Bal-
moral. . . . Your bag." He took two bags
from Mr. Williams on the stairs, and brought
Bettington's into the room.

"It's very good of you to have brought
my things."

" Felicia packed them. That fellow Hone
made me write about a Dog Show. That's
the lowest, so far. ..."

Boston was not listening. They couldn't
go on like this. He had to give an explana-
tion.

" It seemed such a wonderful inn/' he said
lamely, "that I felt I couldn't keep it to
myself."

" I always believed there were such places,
if only you could find them/' said Bettington.
Then with a sudden resolve: "Have you
thrown up your job ? "